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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
My first completed CT fic herel | know, its basically just sex, but still. It was in my head and it over powered 
my GNR muses so here it is. Hope you all enjoy! RZ, this is your present!! hehe. 


"Tom, dude snap out of it!" 


| can distantly hear someone calling my name, but it doesn't register in my brain that I'm Tom, the Tom that 
Rick presently appears to be scowling at. Was | staring again? Uh oh. Maybe | can play this one off cool 
because after all, that's what | am, smooth. | shake my head, breaking my steady gaze from Robins back, his 
hair, those legs. Damn it, I'm staring again! I've got to get a hold of myself; | cant be drooling over our lead 
singer throughout every concert from now on. He knows l'm looking too. Those little looks he sends me over his 


shoulder proves that he doesn't mind. He'll wink at me every once in a while, or come and lean against me while 


| play. 


"TOM!" 


Damn Rick and his stupid voice. Why can't we just remove his voice box? | mean, we have a singer... a 
beautiful, blonde, singer. Damn it! I'm so glad I've got my bass because I've got the worlds fucking hardest 
boner right now. With one more shake of my head, | hesitantly tear my eyes away and decide that l'm going to 
play this one off. | lean back and pick up on my instrument, earning me a glare from Rick. Robin whirled around 
with a wide grin, his hair sticking to the side of his face. Rick stopped playing and took his guitar off, laying it 
gently aside. | too let my fingers slide from the strings, stopping the flow of music. 


"What? Did | miss something?" | ask just before I'm pelted in the back of the head with two airborne 
drumsticks. "Damn it!" My hands fly to my wounded scalp, hissing in pain. There's one mental note on the 


imaginary bulletin board to beat Bun senseless later. 
"WE," Rick paused to gesture at Robin, Bun and himself, "were playing Dream Police. What were you playing?" 


Robin stifled a giggle and stepped in closer to the two of us. Dream Police? No way! | could have sworn we 
were playing Surrender. My mouth gaped open a little. Never had | been so embarrassed. Real smooth, the way 
| played that one off. Robin reached out and placed his fingertips beneath my chin, closing my mouth. | know 
my cheeks flushed red, but by now no one seemed to care. Bun had already abandoned his drums for the 
snack table, but Rick still stood, glaring at me. He's normally not this pissy; must be that time of the month. 


"Can we just get back to practicing?" Rick turned his back, but only for a second. 


Robin's fingers wrapped around the guitar strap, now across my chest. My bass hung at my side, completely 
forgotten. | watched his slender digits glide up the material, and then back down. He glanced up at me with a 
smile, and we both knew exactly what the other was thinking. It happened every time the two of us got on 
stage. Rick and Bun knew about it, and they hated it. Perhaps they were just jealous. 


"Aww come on Rick, just a quick break?" he stated, not really asking at all. 


Robin's enchanting eyes never left mine and his fingers still curled around the strap. Out of the corner of my 


eye, | watched our guitarist shoot one more threatening glare before giving up. 
Fine! Gol Go have sex, then we'll practice. Maybe then Tom will play the right song? Can ya Tommy?" 


He threw his hat at Bun, which really did him no good. Nothing phased Bun He simply stood, munching happily 
at his donuts, blinking occasionally. That's why | like Bun. He never causes trouble, except when he hits bassist's 


in the head with drumsticks. 


Before | could bring myself back into the moment, Robin was lifting my bass over my head. "Dressing room.. 


now," he managed, shoving me backward. | took a second to lay the instrument on the floor, but a second was 


all | took. 


A grin spread across my lips as | backed my way off stage, keeping our gaze the entire time. The moment we 


emerged into the empty hallway, his lips were against mine and his fingers laced through my hair. God | love 


touching him, just feeling him close is all | need. We stumble against the wall, never losing contact. | manage to 
slip my hands beneath his jacket, yanking his shirt from his pants. | wonder if this place has security cameras. 
If so, the people in the office are certainly getting a show. That happened once actually; cost us a couple 
thousand to acquire the video. Somehow it got mixed up with Ricks tape collection, and thats how he found out 
about us, the lucky bastard. Bun walked in on us in the shower. Well, | guess that makes them both lucky 
bastards. 


"Hey," Robin gave me a nudge, "guess they do." 


| followed his eyes upward where a security camera hovered, capturing our every move. How does he do that? 
Read my mind, | mean I've heard that when people find ‘the one’ things like that, inexplicable things, happen 
Could it be, Robin Zander, my best friend since we were teenagers, is ‘the one’ Nah, no way. I'll never settle 
down. That's not my style. That is, of course, ignoring the fact that I've been with no one but him for the past 


year, that doesn't count! Tom Petersson settles down for no one! 
"| love you," he whispers, nuzzling my neck ever so gently. 


Uh oh. He's never said that before. Those beautiful eyes look up into mine, melting my heart just like always. 
He loves me? Why? | feel his tongue flick out, running down the front of my neck, dipping into the indention at 
the base of my throat. 


"Do you love me, too?" 


Oh. Fuck. What do | say? If | say no, I'm not going to get laid If | say yes, he might think l'm like.. serious about 
him or something. l'm not serious about him, or anybody else. Am |? Then why am | leaning toward yes? 
Christ, this love business is driving me insane! There shouldn't be love. There should just be sex, nothing but 


sex, twenty-four/seven. That's all a man needs to survive, unlimited and plentiful sex. 


His eyes turn upward again, this time his expression has changed. The lust has abandoned him and left a hint 
of urgency in its wake. He's scared; I've seen this look before. The night we kissed, he had this look | was 
shaking like a leaf, and he looked so amazing, just like now. My fingers are trembling, and he's terrified. lronically 
the same things are still there. I'm shaking because l'm scared that someone is going to call me on my crude 
lifestyle, show me that | can be grounded, and that | have fallen in love. His eyes are full of fear and hope 
because he wants me to want him, no pun intended. Maybe.. we're not so far off. Perhaps | do love him, and | 
know | want him more than anything right now. Would settling down be so bad? | snap out of my thoughts 


when his fingers lace with mine, and his body pulls away. 
"Lets go in here." His voice is so soft that | almost didn't hear him. 


| allowed him to lead me inside our dressing room where | flipped on the light. He moved across the room, his 
back turned to me and his arms folded in front of him. He's thinking; he always stands like that when he thinks 
about something important. | know he's hurting, and that's my fault for being an uptight prick. That's 


something | intend to remedy right now. | pad quietly across the room, undetected until | wrap my arms 


around his waist, my chin resting on his shoulder. 
‘Love you too," | whisper, planting tiny kisses up the side of his neck. 


He sighs and relaxes against me, and | know that's what he needed, what we both needed to admit. My hands 
slide down his body, resting on his hips. His head falls back against my shoulder, revealing even more delectable 
skin for me to pleasure. My teeth graze the sensitive flesh, and he groans softly. One hand slides beneath his 
shirt, seeking out his chest. Just the movement of his muscles beneath my palm sends electric shocks 


through my body. The other free hand dips lower, seeking out the bulge in his pants. 
"Mmm Tom," he manages. 


| massage the massive bulge, knowing full well he's ready for me to just take him on the couch, on the floor, 
on the table, or perhaps all three locations. He turns in my arms, leaning up to press his lips roughly against 
mine. Qur tongues battle for supremacy but just like always, he lets me win. | hungrily explore his mouth, 
before retreating, only to suck on his bottom lip. His hands are between us, unbuttoning my shirt hastily. He 
finally gets it open, and without breaking our kiss, | shrug it off onto the floor behind me. Now, its my turn to 
undress him. | tear our lips apart, and with a growl | quickly yank his jacket from his upper body. Thankfully 
he's not wearing a tie, so | don't have to worry with removing it. He knows l'm anxious, and he's teasing me 
with every chance he gets. His hips grind against mine, showing me just how anxious he is. | tear his shirt 
open, watching buttons pop and fly in every direction. His eyes are wide, now matching the cunning smile on his 


lips. 
"Want me?" he asks, letting the material slide from his shoulders. 


| nod, stepping in closer while my fingers fumble with his belt. He arched an eyebrow before shooing my hands 
away, his own doing the deed. Robin unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. He started to shove 
them down, but before he had the chance | shoved him backward onto the couch. God, there's that heart 
stopping smile. Thats just one of the many things about him | find absolutely irresistible. 


Dropping on my knees by his feet, | remove his shoes before climbing onto the sofa "Course | want you." 


His smile broadens as he puts his hands behind his head, propping up to look down at me. | love it when he's 


like this, playful and perfect. 
"Then take me," he said with a wink 


"Ya don't have to tell me twice.." My voice trailed off as | leaned up and hooked my thumbs in the waist band 
of his pants. He lifted up just enough for me to slide them down along with his underwear. Before | could throw 
the garments to the floor, movement caught my eye, and | froze instantly. His hand slid slowly down his 
stomach, fingertips dipping lower before wrapping around his cock. | felt an instant tightening in my jeans which 


he apparently detected. 


"Cimon Tom, what are you waiting for?" 


His hand moved up his long shaft, thumb toying with the head. A little whimper escaped his lips, and | was on 
him in an instant. My lips crushed against his, hips grinding together in a heated frenzy of need. | kicked my 
boots off while Robin's fingers made quick work of the zipper on my jeans. The need for air forced us to part, 
but | couldn't lose contact with him. My face fell into the crook between his neck and his shoulder, sucking 
until | was sure I'd marked him. He arched his neck, crying out in a mixture of pleasure and pain. | took the 
initiative and licked down his throat, scooting lower to wrap my lips around his left nipple. His nails dug into my 


shoulders, and the sensation only drove me onward. 
"Fuck, Tom | need you.. now!" His breath was coming to him in quick gasps. 


I've noted that he becomes terribly impatient when he's in the mood, not that | mind though. It's another one 
of those little things that make him Robin. | lifted myself up, and he shoved my jeans down. Once close enough 
to my ankles | kicked them off, adding the denim to the pile of discarded clothing and shoes on the floor. | 
gasped softly, the cool air coming in contact with my flushed skin. | took a quick glance around the room, 


looking for something to suffice as lubricant. 
"Baby, forget it, just---" His hips thrust upward, further proving his point. 


| shook my head; hurting him would be the last thing I'd do. The only thing in the room that would work was a 
bottle of apple blossom body lotion Desperate times call for desperate measures. | leaned over him, snatching 
it from the end table. He eyed the label while | popped the top, pouring a liberal amount into my palm. 


"Tom?" came a questioning voice. | ignored him, but not on purpose. A hiss was all | could reply with anyway as 
the cool liquid glided over my cock. Apparently Robin didn't mind watching either. He arched an eyebrow and 
wiggled his hips beneath me. Enough is enough. | urged his legs apart and settled between them, pressing my 
apple blossom slicked cock against his entrance. He braced himself and closed his eyes, fingers digging into the 
black padding beneath his sweat drenched body. | leaned in, kissing his chest as | pressed on His face contorted 
with every movement, and | couldn't decide if it was pleasure or pain. As if he knew what | was thinking he 


opened his eyes. 
"Feels good baby," he managed between pants for air. 


| nodded and added pressure, moving inward until | was completely buried in his tightness. His head fell back, 


once again exposing the delicious skin around his throat. | leaned in, flicking my tongue out across it. 
"Mmm, Tom... Fuck me." 


There's that impatience of his. | do as l'm told and pull almost completely out. | thrust back into him, slowly at 
first and then gradually faster until the rhythm was almost frenzied My hand snaked between our bodies to 
wrap around his dripping cock. | jerked him to the rhythm set by my thrusting all the while alternating 
between searing white hot kisses and whispering sweet encouragement in his ear. | began to angle my thrusts, 


knowing just what would push him over the edge. The head of my cock slammed into his prostate, and an 
almost ear piercing shriek emitted from his lips. With a smug grin, | repeated the action again and again until | 


felt the familiar burning in the pit of my stomach. 


"Robin.. baby," | tightened my grip on his cock, jerking harder and faster with each second, "cum for me. Cum 
for me baby." 


His eyes clenched shut and his inner walls tightened around me. It was all | could take. My orgasm rocked 


through my body, emptying my seed into him. 
| let out a muffled cry in his shoulder as | came, and to my surprise | cried, "I love you." 


His own orgasm had overtaken him sending him spiraling over the edge. | continued to stroke him until | was 
sure he'd finished. My hand along with my stomach and his was coated in the stickiness, and we reeked of 
apple blossom. Do you think either of us cared? Course not. | pulled out and collapsed on top of him, my breath 
ragged. 


"Oh Tom," he gasped, his arms flying around my neck, "I love you too, so much.” 

Okay so maybe | was dead set against this whole love thing and the whole settling down thing, but | could give 
it a try, right? | mean, for a year | haven't slept with anyone else. Sure I've looked, but | never gave in. Course, 
nobody ever said they love me before, not with that much emotion behind it. Honestly, I've never loved anyone 
either, not like this. 

"ROBIN! TOM! You in there??" 


There was a sharp rapping at the door followed by Rick's shrill voice. Like | said, we have a singer. Why does 
he need a voice box? Little bastard. Guess that shoots the after-sex cuddling in the ass. 


"Yeah, Rick. We'll be out in a second," Robin replied, loosening his arms around my neck | smiled and nuzzled his 


neck, content to stay where | am for the rest of time. Course I'd have to get up to piss sometime. 


"Good, cause I'm waiting and Bun's waiting, and the whole world is waiting for you two to hurry up and FUCK 


and get it over!" 

He'll bitch until he gets what he wants. No use in arguing with him. | hesitantly peel myself from Robin's sticky 
body, grabbing Ricks jacket and wiping my hand and stomach on it. That'll teach him. | winked and tossed it at a 
giggling Robin. He wiped himself off and hung it back in its original location. There's his surprise for later. Damn 
Rick. 


"Dammit what's taking so long?? FINE! I'll be on stage!" Rick stormed off, much to our approval. 


Five minutes later we were on stage looking quite disheveled. Robins shirt was torn open, our clothes wrinkled 


and our hair a mess. Once Rick caught sight of us, he smacked the donut from Bun's hand and replaced it with 
his drumsticks. He grabbed his guitar and strode closer to us. 


"Are you guys..." he paused, taking a sniff at the air, "done. yet?" 


"Umm, Rick, dude, something wrong?" | asked, sending Robin an amused grin. | snatched my bass up from where 


I'd left it and lifted the strap back over my shoulder. 

Rick's sneer turned to Robin and then back to me a couple times before he could speak 

"You smell like apple blossoms," he stated matter of factly. 

Bun stood behind his drums, a distinct pout on his lips and jelly dripping from his chin. "Ahhh you guys! You 


didn't use my lotion did you?" 


THE END 


